Ghosts by Horton, John Wesley
CutBank 
Volume 1 
Issue 77 CutBank 77 Article 16 
Fall 2012 
Ghosts 
John Wesley Horton 
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank 
 Part of the Creative Writing Commons 
Let us know how access to this document benefits you. 
Recommended Citation 
Horton, John Wesley (2012) "Ghosts," CutBank: Vol. 1 : Iss. 77 , Article 16. 
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss77/16 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been 
accepted for inclusion in CutBank by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more 
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu. 
J O H N  W E S L E Y  H O R T O N
G h o s t s
S o m e d a y  I ’ll be  like a p r e h is to r i c  p a i n t e r  w i t h  a c r o o k e d  Finger 
w h o  left h a n d p r i n t s  o n  a rock  face; r e m e m b e r e d  for  m a k i n g  
a h a n d i c a p  in to  s y m b o l i s m ,  t h r e a t e n e d  by  o b l i v i o n  every  t i m e  
s o m e o n e  exhales.  T h i s  is w h y  I ’d r a t h e r  leave y o u  bre a th le ss  
t h a n  en ga ge  in c o n v e r s a t i o n .  T h i s  is h o w  a s p i r i t  rat t l es  c ha in s .  
O l d  go ds  c h a l l e n g e d  th e  i m a g i n a t i o n ,  v i s i t i ng  E a r t h  l ike swans ,  
o r  else a r r iv in g  like c r e p u s c u l a r  rays, k n o w i n g  d u s k  a n d  d a w n  
to be th e  t r u e s t  t i me s  o f  day. L u c re t i u s  be l iev ed  all th in g s  
m a t t e r e d ,  t h a t  even th e  least  s ig n i f ic a n t  ideas  w ere  m a d e  u p  
o f  a tom s.  G r e a t  C a e s a r ’s G h o s t  was  jus t  a f i lm he  s l o u g h e d  o f f  
like d r y  skin .  All y o u r  r eco l le c t i ons  b e l o n g  to  s o m e o n e  else.
W e  k n o w  c icadas  m o l t  be fo re  t h e y  ge t  t h e i r  w in gs ,  l ea v ing  
f lightless m e m o r i e s  c l i n g i n g  to  t h e  t rees.  Lobs t e rs  m u s t  
feel th e  urge  to c o m e  o u t  o f  t h e i r  shells.  M a y b e  th i s  is l ike 
o u r  ne ed  to be r e -b o rn .  M a y b e  thi s  is w h y  w e  say w e ’re n e w  
every seven years.  Bu t  w h a t  is it w i t h  o u r  in te r e s t  in scars?
W h a t  a b o u t  th e  i m p u l s e  to ap o lo g iz e  for  w h a t  we  c a n ’t erase? 
C a p t a i n  C o o k  sp ied  th e  s u n  t h r o u g h  a s t a t e - o f - t h e - a r t  glass 
a n d  never  d i sc ove red  th e  secret s  o f  Venus .  B u t  t h e n ,  his sai lors 
r e t u r n e d  f rom  Polynes ia  w i t h  ta t t o o s .  Is it love, o r  th e  lack,  
t h a t  ma kes  us m a r k  each o t he r?  A en eas  b o r e  his  f a t h e r ’s w e i g h t  
in f ro n t  o f  every c o n q u e r i n g  G reek .  A m i c r o s c o p e  c o n f i r m s  
th e  w o l f  in every B o r d e r  co l l ie ’s D N A .  T h e r e ’s a T r o j a n  H o r s e  
for  you .  I he r e ’s a l it t le c h i m p  in every B o r d e r l i n e  persona l i ty .  
S o m e t i m e s  we  c h a n n e l  o u r  a n c e s to r s  in t h e  d i n i n g  r o o m  
a n d  w i n d  u p  like F. S c o t t  F i t zgera ld  in t h e  g a r d e n  e a t i n g  d i r t .  
An A b o r i g i n e  t o u c h i n g  u p  a n c i e n t  a r t  wil l  tell y o u  sp i r i t s  m o v e  
his h a n d .  Like o n c e  I s p o k e  to  a m a n  w h o  said he was m y  d a d  
o n  a O u i j a  bo a rd .  O n c e  I read  P a u l ’s l e t te r  to  th e  E p h e s i a n s  
u n d e r  the  in f l uence  o f  ps i lo cy bi n .  S o m e  g h o s ts  a re  b e t t e r  left 
u n r e a d .  O t h e r  gh os ts  are s h a d o w s  o f  t h e  m o s t  h o r r i f ic  th in g s ,  
like th e  girl w h o  su rv ive d  M y  Lai p r e t e n d i n g  to be  a co rpse .
W e  can  im a g i n e  so m a n y  a n g r y  gho s ts .  M a y b e  t h a t ’s w h y
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Ep ic u ru s  w a n te d  us to  bel ieve dea th  was the  e n d  of o u r  days.  
M a y b e  t h a t ’s w h y  Yeats used his wife like a ro tar y  p h o n e  
w h e n  he  spoke  wi th  the  dead.  H e  i m ag in ed  h i m s e l f  in d ea th  
as a m ech an ica l  b i rd .  Hi s  readers w o u l d  be  voices  s p ea k in g  
his d i s e m b o d i e d  words .  At  d a w n ,  1 can' t  tell the  d i f f erence  
b e tw een  ho r i zo n  an d  the  sea. Lucre t iu s  u n d e r s t o o d  the  ocean 
rose to fill c lo u d s  w i th  rain.  It always rains  in G o t h i c  novels.  
Engl ish  ghos ts  pass t h r o u g h  the  w a in sco t in g .  All the  ghos ts  
are h a u n t i n g  fu tu re  ghosts .  Farm h a n d s  w h o  l i s tened to voices 
te l l ing  t h e m  t h e y ’d  be b e t t e r  o f f  i f  they  b o u g h t  the  farm 
are b u r i ed  in the  c e m e te ry  wi th  the  rest. I f  you dr ive  at  n igh t  
you m i g h t  ca tch  a g l impse .  T h e r e ’s a d i f f erence  b e tw een  
w in d ro w s  a n d  the  woods .  T h e r e ’s a v ine  w r a p p i n g  the  w r o u g h t  
iron fence.  I f  yo u  app re c i a t e  s o m e o n e ’s work ,  Lucre t iu s  said,  
it really is a pa r t  o f  t h e m  t h a t ’s g o n e  to y o u r  head.
Horton
